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so that one often mistook them for frightened mice.
I became interested in Ptolemy and watched him
daily. It was his custom to take a postprandial
walk in the gardens in the centre of the square.
I'll admit that he was an imposing, well-groomed,
though slightly too gross figure as he strolled
leisurely along the pathways amongst the beds of
dahlias and chrysanthemums. Even the black-
birds seeking for worms in the dewy grass seemed
to cast an interested eye in his direction. But,
as I have said, I never liked him and could not
admire him. He was too much the bullying type
and I distrusted him instinctively. He was, I
considered, the epitome of smugness.
At that period I was robust and gay and quite
immersed in the joys of courting a delightful young
thing named Flora. She lived in one of the
private houses on the other side of the square and
enchanted me from the start. I was madly in-
fatuated. She had lovely blue eyes, reddish hair
and an equable disposition. Every morning and
sometimes in the evenings I met her in the gardens
under the plane trees. We would examine the
xockery together. The soft loamy earth and the
scents of the season intoxicated me and even led
Flora, into a fey mood. It was undoubtedly a case
of youth appealing to youth. If, by any chance,
Flora did not appear in the gardens I felt unsettled
for the rest of the day. I think I even lost my
appetite, a very rare occurrence for me in those
times, I can/assure you.
I was usually full of   'joie-de-vivre*   but my